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PAINTFER'S ADVISER. 


t Dogs and [07s by their Vorces know, 

For by their ores themſelves all Creatures ſhow; 
Yet here's a Thing I know not what to call, 

He zoars and barks ; what's Good he curſes all. 

No Moyfter that ereyet from Africk came, 

But what would ſtart at thy prodigious Fame : 

Yet we thy Aamenor Pedigree can tell, 

T houdar'ſt Blaſpheme beyond the Mouths of Hell. 
W hat ſhall I call thee, Adoxfter, or baſe Fiend, 
That canſt daub Paper to ſo baſe an end? 
Unmouth that Togxe, maugreits double Pale, 
(Fit Inſtrument to tell the Demils T ale ) 

W hich dar'd blaſpheme that Sacred Majeſty, 
The voice of « Apgels joy d to Deifie. 
Foul Traitor, to beſpatter ſuch a King 
With th Aſpiſh Poiſon of thy ſlandering, 
Whoſeev'ry Action (if the Truth we ſcan ) 
Speaks as much God, as his Foes find him May? 

A Prince ſotender of his Subjets Good, 
As would redeem the meaneſt with his Blood : 
| hk Heavens 


- 


Heavens Foy, £arths Pride ; when Afcer-age ſhall tel! 


His Worth and Parts, twill want a Parallel, 
Let Greece and Rome their Heroes Punies cali, 


Our { »azles the Great | m ſure outdoes 'em all. 


Curlt Cain, my ſharp Arrow, bitter — 
Gaul'd more than Exzop's many -edged ST-2-/ 
Te Heavens lookrtot, he that attempts ſo high 
As Vice-God { 'barles, threats G Gigantomachy, 
So he that ftabb d fam d Mlam's Duke of 
By Practice at his P:i&##7e did no more. 

Bur (Oh! the Dey) feethe Serpent tlie), 
To his firſt courſe, he doubles his 4dyice 

Toa poor *Parnter, to draw this and that, 

And draws himſelf into the Lord knows wa 
Even ſo thoſe Þrats of {nz we bluſh to 0 own, 
Webring to others doors, and lay thern down. 
Burt (pox apon bis Piture) tobe ſhort, 

The wary hire could have no colowy for't : 
Elſe Hell had paid the Wages of th'abuſe, 
His 2 mdlibit audendt's no excuſe. 

K ings failings (ifthiareany) ought not lie 

An open P70ſpett for the Pxlgar Eye. 

He that drew Alexander s ſcarry Face, 
Difcreetly put his F:yger on the place: 

But where's the e Azt:ſt that can frame a Line, 
To Shadowy or Eclipſe the Glorious Shine 

Of CHARLESS Ray: ? what Eagle-eye can gaz 
On ſo much $4, or fully ſuch a Blaze. 
llaſftrions 1th Abſtratt, whoſe each Glance 
Would ftrike Pre/aumptiox gut of Countenance ; 
Mauch leſs can any draw his Treaſur d Mind, 


 Toevery Noble Virtuous &\Zood inclin'd ; 


To 


SY 
Vnblemiſh d as _ Sauts, the Syualels chear 
In that firft $5:ze which Spumer dall che? eay : 
Qur Mk vel knew this, whoe er read o.cr 
A Face more puzling 4zt, a Mind much more 
Then, Devil dorby worſt, with thy 4d PLce, 


CHAaRLEsand his Courtare bove.thy Calnmaics..,. 


Powers and Djznities approach the Skies, 
Like Ships the morethe V Vaves do un ado 


Bur tis not each God's Fate alone, elſe w ny. | I : 


[DF ) Miſc; YEANTS nightth Angels Xiiniſt: Y. < e 
par. 3 15 DUL _—_ O Om One re -NOYEC, 


th Ws are - itt tthe moſt malizn'd' with wrong. > 


1, "OF FC * & IV 3 fo! ${T% againſt a ſpitefud Torre; K > Q 


Isth'© DJeCt of iS pro phanation. 
Tho DUre as new falln Sow, free from offence, 
s blamelefſs Eruth,  andayhite as Inmocence. 


Iis breath biaſts thoſk. whoſe breath perfurnins 4; 


Makes all (fave that) as ſweet as they are fair, 
Unbitter d Bitterneſs it ſelf of all, 

Farrch's Heavenly few, the moſt 4xgelicall, 
| But Vice be damn, thouart like one of thoſe, 
W ho giddi'd in a Ship at Sea, ſuppoſe 

7] he Continent doth move as well as they. 

ii tread awry tothoſe whoſe Feet are ſplay. 
If (though our thoughts are free) we muſt not thin 
{U of the King ; » he that ſhall black his Ink, 
And pale his Paper with words, ſtartles more, 
T han, Lozd, have MErcy, chalk” dupon the door. 
Totraduce T *72nces 1n the ſhapes of fin, 

Wiſe Painters chooſeto draw the Devil i in; 
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y ( ſpares 1 Stare, or $&x; each PFin? Ay one ©1508 
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The marks oth Beaſts, who caſts an eye 
On thoſe (as onaBa/lish) muſt die. 

The Mecha Prlgrims at their Prophets Tomb, 
Need nothing elſe to make them blind or dumb. 
Herenow my Muſe would ſit as Judge at laſt, 
And Sentence paſs on every Sentence palt ; 

But he's not worth the while, Avant, be gone : 
Yet firſt attend thy Bexedi #0 : 

T hou that dar ft own, and doſt deſire no Name , 
But What 1s Regiftred to endleſs ſhame, 

Live hog inall the Plagues this World affords : 
And if thou wilt repent andeat thy words 

To choak thee ; or, togive the Devil's due, 

The Hangman araw thee, and thy Painter too, 
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